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HOME DEVOTIONS 


It is a pious custom to use Lights in the homes before the Statue 
of the Sacred Heart, the Blessed Mother, or one of the Saints. 
We put up Vigil Lights for this purpose in handy packages. 
Write for leaflet, ‘“Home Devotions.” 


WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CO., Inc. 


SYRACUSE, N. Y. 
BRANCH: 405 N. Main Street, St. Louis, Mo. 








LAPIDAR 


An excellent, non-poisonous remedy for purifying the blood and toning up the system. 
LAPIDAR is not an ordinary patent medicine. It is composed of leaves, flowers and herbs, all 
gathered from the mountains in Switzerland. LAPIDAR is compounded by Rev. Father Kuenzle 
of St. Gall, Switzerland, the best authority on Swiss Alpine herbs, whose books are in official 
use in many schools in Switzerland. LAPIDAR acts favorably in cases of gout, skin diseases, 
abscesses, stiffness of the limbs, faulty circulation, etc. It has a very beneficial effect especially 
on the stomach, kidneys and lungs. Price $2.50 per box. 


Address? Lapidar Co., 
Agents wanted Chino, California 








INFORMATION CORNER 


] 
Watch the date on your magazine! It indicates the month | 
and the year to which your subscription is paid. If it reads “‘Oct. | 
22,” your subscription expired with the October, 1922 issue; if ‘“Dec. 

22,” it expires with this issue. If your remittance reaches us 10 days | 
or so before the magazine goes forward we will probably be unable 
to change the date on that issue; but the advanced date to which your 
subscription is paid will appear on the following number. 


During the winter months our work is unusually heavy and / 
our help limited. All orders will receive our prompt and careful 
attention; with regard to letters, however, we must appeal to the 
patience of our kind friends and request a lapse of a reasonable 
length of time before you expect a reply. 


We must warn our kind readers not to send money in coins 
or bills placed loose in letters, as it is decidedly unsafe. Whenever 
possible, send remittance by Money Order, Check or Draft made 
payable to Mother M. Dolorosa. 


To Avoid the Loss of your magazine, kindly notify us of your 
change of address not later than the 15th of the month and send 
both OLD and NEW address. 


All remittances from England, Ireland and other foreign 
countries are to be made by International Money Order. British 
or Domestic Money Orders from foreign countries cannot be cashed 
in the United States. 





Premiums for New Subscriptions to 
“Tabernacle and Purgatory” 


“The piéture of the Miraculous Crucifix is all and more than you make it 
out to be in your magazine,”’ writes a priest. Our offer still holds good: A large 
picture of the Holy Christ of Limpias for one new subscription; a larger picture 
for two new subscriptions to ‘‘Tabernacle and Purgatory.” 


A Brochure, containing the doctrine of BI. de Montfort on 














One New “True Devotion to Mary,” a most welcome premium; or, 
Subscription A Gilt Jubilee Medal of St. Benedict; or, 
A Genuine Cocoa Rosary. 
A Beautiful Picture, “Death of St. Joseph,” 15x22 in. 
Two New or, A Lovely Picture of the Mother of God with the 
Subscriptions Divine Child, 16 x 26 in.; or 
“The Holy Face,” 16 x 21 in. 
“The Golden Book,” A complete Blessed Virgin Prayer- 
book, containing the treatise of Bl. de Montfort on “True 
Theres New Devotion to Mary,” cloth binding, red edges; or, 
Subscriptions “The Last Supper,” 20x 32 in. The original is considered 
the greatest masterpiece of Christian art. 
A Rolled-gold Scapular Locket, with Gold-filled chain; 
oe ie or, A Heavily Gold-plated Jubilee Medal of St. Bene- 
Subscriptions §=—gict, with chain. 
“The Golden Book,” A complete Blessed Virgin prayer- 
book, containing the treatise of Bl. de Montfort on “True 
Six New Devotion to Mary,” gold edges, leather binding, 448 pp.; 
Subscriptions or, “The Passion of our Lord Jesus Christ,” according to 
the Revelations of Anna Catherine Emmerich, in German 
or in English. 
The Book ‘‘Father Paul of Moll’’ in English only; or 
‘*Adoration Book of the Blessed Sacrament,’’ in Eng- 
Eight New lish or in German, leather binding; or, 
Subscriptions = 4 handsome Rosary, Gold-filled chain, guaranteed 


from 10 to 20 years. 





Many have asked for back numbers of “Tabernacle and Purga- 


tory.” We have a quantity of odd numbers on hand, each-containing 
instructive and valuable reading matter. Mailed on request at 6 cts. 
each or five different copies for 25 cts. Just think what a bargain! 
You will obtain 150 pages of wholesome and entertaining reading 
matter, interspersed with beautiful pictures. _ 





**Mary Immaculate shines in such sublime endowment with all the treasures of heaven, in such 
fullness of grace, in such splendor of innocence, that she is a miracle of God’s omnipotence. She is 
the culmination of all His wonderful works, and the worthy Mother of God.’’ — Pius IX, Ineffabilis. 








Tabernacle and Purgatory 





A monthly periodical devoted to the honor of the Most Blessed Sacrament and 
the consolation of the Poor Souls. Price $1.00; Canada $1.50 
Published with the approbation of Rt. Rev. M. F. Burke, D. D. 
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The Joyful Nativity of Our Savior 





TODAY THE WHOLE Christian world rejoices and breaks 
forth in jubilation at the indescribably grace-abounding birth 
of our Savior and Redeemer. Today, all Christian tongues 
thank God, our Heavenly Father, for having given to the world 
His beloved Son and with Him, all! Today, as all Christian 
hearts bow to the Divine Child in the crib, how could we 
forget her who bore this gracious Babe in her virginal bosom, 
furnished the substance for His Body, and brought Him forth 
to this sin-stained world! Ah, today, on the glorious nativity 
of the Son of God, how could we forget His and our most 
loving Mother! 

St. Luke, the evangelist, reminds us of the Mother of God 
when he records of the shepherds who hastened to the crib 
of Bethlehem: “They found Mary...and the Infant lying in 
the manger” (ii. 16). Oh, with what longing must not our 
Heavenly Mother have wished for that happy hour when she 
would embrace the Divine Word as a lovely Infant, cover It 
with fondest kisses, and press It to her heart in holiest ma- 
ternal love! 

Mary and Joseph were living in peaceful seclusion in their 
little home at Nazareth. Then came the edict of the Emperor 
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Augustus who ordered that all the people under his dominion 
should be enrolled. Each of the Roman prefects was com- 
missioned to make this registration in: his own district. In 
accordance with this decree, every subject was obliged to re- 
pair to his native town or the place of his birth to have his 
name inscribed. In Judea, this enrollment was already taking 
place. Mary and Joseph were descendants of the royal family 
of David, therefore they were to go to Bethlehem. To this 
town they journeyed in order to obey the command of the 
emperor and to accomplish the decree of God who willed that 
the Savior should be born in Bethlehem. 

St. Joseph having- provided a mule for the convenience 
of the Blessed Virgin, and having made all preparations, he 
and his holy spouse set out on their wearisome journey. From 
Nazareth to Jerusalem is considered a three days’ journey, and 
from Jerusalem to Bethlehem, three hours. With few excep- 
tions, the way was hilly and stony and very fatiguing. It was 
winter, too; a heavy fog enveloped mountain and dale, a cold 
dew covered every blade and bush. Nevertheless, Mary and 
Joseph continued their way calm and resigned and multitudes 
of angels accompanied them, for, were they not escorting the 
King of glory? 

Finally, after many hardships, they reached Bethlehem. 
Here lived many of their ancestral relatives, but wherever 
they asked for shelter, they were refused. In vain did they 
knock at familiar doors in the different streets. No welcome 
greeted them because they were poor and of lowly station and 
because of Mary’s condition. Night was already falling; a cold 
wind chilled the tender frame of the holy Virgin, who grew 
weaker, her countenance more livid, and still she had found 
no shelter for the night. Yet, she did not complain. Peacefully 
resigned to the holy will of God, she permitted herself to be 
led by her afflicted spouse out of the city, to find, if possible, 
a refuge in a cavern of a mountain. They found one which 
served as a stable for sheep grazing in the neighborhood. Of 
this cold stable they took possession for the night and arranged 
everything as well as their destitute circumstances permitted 
for the joyful birth of the Savior. And lo! at the hour of 
midnight, the spotless and purest Virgin, while kneeling upon 
the hard ground rapt in profound contemplation, brought forth 
into this world, without aid and without pain, her First and 
Only-begotten Son, our Savior and Redeemer. 
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Revelations to the Saints of the Birth of our Savior 


One Christmas day, St. Frances of Rome was transported 
in spirit to the cave of Bethlehem. She saw the Holy Virgin 
absorbed in sublime meditation. A bright light issued from 
her heart, and suddenly the Divine Infant appeared at her 
feet. On Its breast was the imprint of a red Cross. In profound 
humility, Mary adored her Son, thanked Him for having made 
her His Mother whilst still preserving her virginity, and intoned 
the “Magnificat.” St. Joseph united his adoration with that of 
the Blessed Virgin. It was also revealed to St. Frances that 
in this moment the Blessed Virgin received a foreknowledge 
of all that would befall Jesus in the future. The saint heard 
the songs of praise of the heavenly hosts, whose indescribably 
sweet harmony rapt her in ever higher ecstasy. 

Whilst St. Bridget was on a pilgrimage through the Holy 
Land, the virginal Mother made this revelation to her at 
Bethlehem: “Know that in prayer and upon bended knees, 
I gave birth, alone. I brought forth my Son amid such joy 
and exultation of soul that I experienced no kind of pain or 
distress. | wrapt Him in spotless clothes which I had previously 
prepared...” 

St. Mechtilde in a vision one Christmas night saw that 
when the time for the birth of Christ had come, the Blessed 
Virgin was filled with unspeakable joy and rapture. The Divine 
Child threw such a splendor round about her, that she sank 
down in deep humility and bowed even to the ground in 
thanksgiving. She was so absorbed in God that she knew not 
what had happened to her until she adored the heavenly Babe, 
“the most beautiful of the sons of men.” Rapturous joy and 
ardent love filled her heart as she took the Child and kissed 
It affectionately. . . 

The servant of God Ven. Anna Catherine Emmerich says: 
“In the twelfth hour of the night Mary was absorbed in prayer. 
I saw her raised above the ground, so that I could see the 
floor beneath her. Her hands were crossed upon her breast. 
The splendor round about increased... But now I could no 
longer see the roof of the grotto; a path of light with ever- 
increasing brightness opened up above Mary and reached even 
to the highest heaven. In this path of light there was a 
wonderful moving of luminous forms, which, penetrating each 
other and drawing nearer, appeared more distinctly as angelic 
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choirs. The Holy Virgin, still hovering and in ecstasy, looked 
down and adored her God whose Mother she had become, and 
who as her new-born, helpless Child lay before her upon the 
ground. . .” 


Loving Words of St. Bernard 


When our dearest Mother had brought forth the Divine 
Child whom all nations expected, she wrapped Him in swaddling 
clothes and laid Him in a manger. “O Mary,” exclaims St. 
Bernard, “conceal the splendor of this new Sun, place this 
Divine Child in a crib, wrap Him in poor swathing bands. These 
swathing bands are our riches. The swathing bands of our 
Savior are more precious than purple, and this crib is more 
sublime than the throne of kings. The poverty of Christ 
outweighs all the treasures of the world.” 

Can a more touching description be given of our Savior’s 
nativity than that recorded in his Gospel by the evangelist 
St. Luke? “And there were in the same country shepherds 
watching, and keeping the night watches over their flock. And 
behold, an angel of the Lord stood by them, and the brightness 
of God shone round about them, and they feared with a great 
fear. And the angel said to them: Fear not, for behold, I bring 
you good tidings of great joy, that shall be to all the people: for 
this day is born to you a Savior who is Christ the Lord, in the 
city of David. And this shall be a sign unto you: You shall 
find the Infant wrapped in swaddling clothes, and laid in a 
manger. And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude 
of the heavenly army, praising God, and saying: Glory to God 
in the highest and on earth peace to men of good will. And 
it came to pass, after the angels departed from them into 
heaven, the shepherds said one to another: Let us go over to 
Bethlehem, and let us see this word that is come to pass, which 
the Lord hath showed to us. And they came with haste, and 
found Mary and Joseph, and the Infant lying in the manger” 
(Luke ii. 8-17). 

With pious eagerness the poor shepherds hasten to the 
crib, fall down before the Holy Child and adore It. Then they 
relate with holy joy all that had happened: the apparition of the 
angels, their enchanting song of praise, their words of hope, 
peace and love. Mary listened in silence and kept all these 
words, pondering them in her heart (Luke ii. 19). 

And when Mary meditated upon these words, how she 
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must have marveled! How great must have been her surprise, 
the delight and the rapture of her soul, when she beheld the 
many and sublime wonders, and pondered them in her heart! 
The Annunciation of the angel was a wonder, the Visitation 
to Elizabeth was a wonder, the leaping of Elizabeth’s child, 
John, was a wonder, the prophecy of Zachary, who until the 
birth of his son had been dumb, was a wonder. Likewise, the 
revelation which St. Joseph received in his dream was a won- 
der; as also Mary’s giving birth to Christ free from all pain, 
and finally the unexpected song of praise of the angelic choirs. 
These were, indeed, no common circumstances, but most Divine 
wonders, the memory of which the Holy Virgin preserved in 
her heart, pondered in her mind, whose marvelous, Divine 
co-incidence she interiorly adored. 

Ah, how Mary was ravished by the unspeakable charm of 
those celestial spirits! How her blessed soul was inundated 
with holy delights amid all these wonderful things! What 
mortal tongue will be able to describe the holy fervor, the 
exultation and bliss of this virginal Mother! O Christian soul, 
rejoice with me, for she is also your Mother and you are her 
child! 


Mary’s Firs{-born 


Once when St. Gertrude heard at the Mass for Christmas 
day the words: “Primogenitus Mariae Virginis matris, — The 
First-born of the virginal Mother,” she thought it would be more 
proper to call our Lord Only-born rather than First-born, be- 
cause the Immaculate Virgin had given birth to no other son 
than this One whom she had conceived of the Holy Ghost. 
To this the Divine Mother most lovingly responded: “Rightly 
is my Son called First-born not Only-born; for Him have I 
brought forth first, and after Him, or rather through Him all 
mankind. You are all His brethren, because in maternal love 
and tenderness I have adopted you as my children.” 

Greet, then, your dearest Mother, on this joyful day, and ad- 
dress her in the love-glowing words of her faithful servant, 
Louis of Granada: “O Queen of heaven, Portal of paradise, 
Mistress of the world, Temple of the Holy Spirit, Seat of 
Wisdom, Sanctuary of the living God, Custodian of the mys- 
teries of Christ, Witness of all His works: reveal to us the 
sweet, devotional sentiments which inundated thy soul with 
bliss amid so great and holy mysteries! What were thy sen- 
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timents, O Blessed Virgin, when thou didst behold in thy arms 
the sweet Burden that supports the heavens? What didst thou 
think when thou didst offer Him thy breasts, and nourish with 
. thy milk, Him who sustains the angels and all creation? when 
thou sawest Him weep? when thou didst behold that tender 
Body shiver with cold, whose hands guide ‘the lightnings of 
heaven? Oh, what didst thou experience, whenever thou didst 
consider the great things the Lord had done to thee, the graces 
thou didst find in His sight, the privilege, that thou of all 
women, wast the only one chosen to be the Mother of God? 
Today that highest dignity, that noblest title, “Mother of 
God” was conferred upon Mary. Today was her most beau- 
tiful, most joyful day; to it she ascribes all her fame, all her 
greatness. The bliss and the glory in which she will shine 
throughout eternity dates back to this all-holy day. 


0DSODOSOS8 


The High Festival of Chris{mas 


THE GLORIOUS festival of Christmas is celebrated by a 
special distinction: on this day every priest is permitted to 
say, three Holy Masses. This privilege seems to have been 
granted by Pope Telesphorus, who ruled the Church from 
127 to 139; at least Gregory the Great, during his pontificate 
in the sixth century, mentions it as being an old custom. The 
object of granting this great privilege was to enhance the 
solemnity of the feast, as well as to commemorate the threefold 
birth of our Redeemer, namely, his birth from all eternity in 
the bosom of His Heavenly Father; His birth in the fulness of 
time from the Blessed Virgin Mary; and His spiritual birth in 
the hearts of the faithful. 

The first Mass reminds us of the eternal birth of the Son 
from the Father. In the Introit of this Mass, Holy Church 
places on our lips these words: “The Lord hath said unto Me: 
Thou art My Son, this day have I begotten Thee” (Ps. 2). 
‘Formerly the first Holy Mass was celebrated at midnight, 
because our Lord was born at that hour. The darkness of 
night symbolizes the spiritual darkness into which mankind 
was plunged previous to the coming of Christ; it also typifies 
the impenetrable mystery which envelopes the eternal: birth 
of the Son from the Father. 
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The Eternal Word who proceeds from the Father from 
all eternity, became man in time, and the second Holy Mass 
which is usually said at daybreak, recalls the mystery of His 
Incarnation. This Mass is also called “Shepherd’s Mass,” 
because at dawn, pious shepherds hastened to Bethlehem to 
see and adore the Divine Child. In the Introit of the second 
Mass, the Church makes use of the words of Isaias: “A light 
shall shine upon us this day: for our Lord is born to us, and 
He shall be called, Wonderful, God, the Prince of peace, the 
Father of the world to come; of whose reign there shall be 
no end” (Isaias ix). Holy Church expresses these sentiments 
in the oration when she prays: “Grant, we beseech Thee, Al- 
mighty God, that we who are filled with the new light of Thy 
Incarnate Word, may show forth in our works what by faith 
shineth in our minds.” In virtue of the rising of this light, 
we also should be illuminated so that we may walk in the 
light of grace. Walking in the light consists, as the epistle 
declares, in “denying ungodliness and worldly desires, and 
living soberly and justly and godly in this world” (Tit. ii :12). 

The third Mass on Christmas commemorates the birth of 
Jesus in our hearts, His spiritual reign over the souls of men. 
The Introit is taken from the ninth chapter of Isaias in which 
our Savior is foretold to be the Prince of peace: “A Child is 
born to us, and a Son is given to us,’ whose government is 
upon His shoulder.” It is the earnest desire of Holy Church 
that we all become members of the great kingdom of the 
Messiah and disciples of the Prince of peace. Therefore the 
Church prays in the oration : “Grant, we beseech Thee, Almighty 
God, that the new birth of Thine only-begotten Son in the flesh 
may deliver us who are held by the old bondage under the 
yoke of sin.” From this slavery of sin we shall be delivered, 
from this yoke of,sin we shall be freed, if Jesus is born again 
in our soul by sanctifying grace, if the evil passions are ban- 
ished therefrom, and our heart is made a crib in which the 
Infant Savior may repose. 


Christmas Customs 


Christmas, like no other feast of the year, touches the 
domestic life of the family. This is evidenced by the numerous 
usages and customs connected with it, among which the 
Christmas tree ranks first. The practice of lighting up a tree 
dates back to the time when the ancient pagan Germanic tribes 
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celebrated the annual recurrence of the winter solstice, by 
illuminating the evergreen tree to manifest their joy on account 
of the daily increase of daylight. Christianity, however, has 
given this custom a spiritual signification. The Christmas tree 
should remind us of the tree of knowledge of good and evil 
in paradise, and of the tree of the Cross on Golgotha. From 
the former proceeded all the misery that has come upon the 
human'race; on the latter tree was accomplished the salvation of 
the world. Thus, as the sparkling trees reminded those ancient 
pagans of the increase of the material light of the sun, the 
illuminated Christmas tree should indicate to us the spiritual 
light which has arisen among men through the teaching of 
our Redeemer. “I am the light of the world,” says our Lord, 
“he that followeth Me walketh not in darkness” (John viii. 12). 

A Christian signification may also be given to the gifts 
that adorn the Christmas tree. They symbolize the supernatural 
graces and blessings which the Son of God brought from heaven 
to earth. In our time, the spiritual implication of these usages 
has unfortunately been lost to most Christians. It is customary 
to put up Christmas trees for children and adults, to deck 
them with every kind of gift, solely as a means of affording 
pleasure to young and old; but to direct one’s heart and mind 
to the inestimable gifts bestowed upon the world by the 
Christ-Child, this, alas! is usually forgotten. 

If our Christmas tree festivities have not a religious char- 
acter, if they do not manifest our faith in Christ, the light of 
the world, and if the old inspiring Christmas carols fail to 
resound, then they have wholly lost their sacred signification. 
Parents ought to be most solicitous that a truly Christian 
spirit permeates the Christmas festival in the family. Such a 
Christmas tree celebration, pervaded by Christian faith, will 
be a bright ray of light all through life for every one suscep- 
tible to higher impressions. Even in the darkest hours, the mere 
remembrance will reflect a mild lustre of hope, and the rec- 
ollection of childhood’s innocence and contentment will exert 
a beneficent influence upon man when his hair has long turned 
gray. On beholding the light of the Christmas candles, we 
involuntarily think back to our own happy childhood days, 
to our good parents who have, perhaps, long since passed into 
eternity. A person then feels most vividly that true happi- 
ness and lasting peace are found only with the Divine Child of 
Bethlehem. 
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“It is Good to be Here” — with Jesus 


‘*Tesus taketh unto Him Peter and James and John his 
brother, and bringeth them up into a high mountain apart. 
And He was transfigured before them... And behold 
there appeared to them Moses and Elias talking with 
Him. And Peter answering, said to Jesus: Lord it is 
good for us to be here... And lo, a voice out of the 
cloud saying: ‘This is My beloved Son in whom I am 
well pleased: hear ye Him’’— Matt. xvii. 1- 5. 





I AM HAPPIER than the three apostles on Thabor: I can 
remain with Jesus in the tabernacle, in the Sacred Host, as long 
as I wish. I am not dazzled by the light of His splendor, no, I 
am penetrated by the fire of His love. I do not hear the voices 
of Moses and Elias, but I hear the call of His love. I do not 
discern the words of the Heavenly Father: “This is My beloved 
Son;” but the Savior Himself assures me that I am His well. 
beloved child. Ah, it is good to be here with Jesus! 

There is much in life that burdens me, much about which 
I can speak to no one because no one would understand me. 
But all and everything I can tell my Jesus. I can pour all my 
anxieties into His compassionate Savior-Heart. To Him I can 
recount the sad tale of my many sins; but He does not chide 
me in contempt. On the contrary, He encourages me to wash 
away the misdeeds of my life more and more with tears of 
contrition, with which He deigns to mingle a few drops of His 
Precious Blood. Oh, how soothing to be permitted to weep 
in the arms of the Savior who pardons everything! 

Then, if I raise my eyes to the Sacred Host, it really seems 
as though I see my Savior bending over me with that same 
goodness and mercy in which He turned to the penitent 
Magdalen. Ah, is not one single hour at the foot of the 
tabernacle infinitely more precious than a hundred years on 
a throne of honor and earthly enjoyment? 

Here I kneel before the Sacred Host; here I think and 
speak and reflect. At times my thoughts wander off to Palestine, 
and loving memories awaken in my soul. There I see a few 
stones of the stable of Bethlehem, a wall of the house of 
Nazareth, a well in Sichar, a fig tree in Jericho. I see a 
dining-hall in Bethania, a supper-room in Jerusalem, a Cross on 
the bleak hill of Golgotha. Then, when I have plucked an ear 
cf wheat, a bunch of grapes; when I have caught the song of 
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angels, the smile of the Virgin, I again gaze upon the Sacred 
Host and find myself with Jesus who is goodness itself toward 
me. He unfolds His royal robe to offer me a shelter and refuge. 
He extends His hand to draw me to Himself and kindly 
addresses me: “Poor child, come now, and repose near Me.” 
Ah, it is good to be here with Jesus! 

Could the world hear what I say to Jesus, it would laugh 
at me. The world understands not the heavenly language of 
Divine love. 

I go through the garden of my soul and pluck the flowers 
just as they come. Then I select the best for a garland: Ar- 
dent love, anxious cares for the future, fear of being lost 
eternally, hope of entering heaven, songs of praise, tears of 
contrition, gratitude for benefits, desire for graces, a glance 
back upon youth, plans for old age, thorns and roses. Of these 
I twine a garland and weave it into the rays of the monstrance. 
And the Lord graciously accepts all; He blesses all; He rejects 
nothing. 

And this I do every day; I never weary Him with it; on 
the contrary, He even finds pleasure in this turmoil of thought 
and words if only He sees a little love in my heart. O my 
soul, exclaim again and again: Ah, it is indeed good to be 
here with Jesus! 


A Piece of Paradise 


The altar, the exposition throne is for me a true piece of 
paradise transplanted upon the earth. Before the Sacred Host 
I have a foretaste of heaven. Nothing soothes my heart more 
than the hope of being good and advancing in virtue. I never 
leave the holy tabernacle without the feeling that I have be- 
come better. 

After an hour spent in adoration I have more taste for 
prayer, more facility to practice virtue, more contentment 
in labor. I am more courageous in bringing sacrifices, more 
patient under contradictions, more resigned in tribulation, more 
cheerful in suffering. The Cross seems more beautiful; the 
ciborium has a greater attraction for me. And Jesus?— Ah, 
Jesus becomes ever more and more dear to my heart. How 
happy am I! 

Whenever possible, I shali come daily to remain a little 
while with my Savior. I will also come for all those persons 
who remain at a distance from Him. I will come to adore 
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Him. for all who blasphéme Him: to - offer atonement for the 
sins of others; I will come to pray for an: *' ad 

And when once I lie on my deathbed, I shall still send 
my heart to Thee, my Savior and cffer Thee the bitter myrrh of my 
sufferings. . Finally, when my soul takes its flight into eternity, 
then, O Jesus, let it once more fly past Thy silent, humble 
dwelling, before it catches sight of Thy glory. Should I not 
be pure enough to appear before the throne of the Blessed 
Trinity, oh, then let me spend the time of my banishment, 
my purification, my expiation before the Sacred Host, exposed 
in the golden monstrance, on the throne of Thy love, that my 
poor soul may consume itself in love for Thee, Lord Jesus! 

In truth, it is good to be with Thee in life, in death and 
in eternity ! 

0BODBIDIDO 


BRIGHTEN THE TABERNACLE-CRIB 

Who would not like to have furnished the sweet Virgin Mary with a light 
to brighten the dark, bleak cave of Bethlehem on the night of our Savior’s birth? 
Oh, we would all have considered such an act the privilege of our life! But 
let us turn to the crib of the tabernacle. There lies the same little Jesus in the 
Sacred Host. There the appearance of bread is like unto the swaddling clothes 
in which He was wrapped by His Holy Mother. Now, let us offer Him a light 
during the holy season of Advent, and for His blessed birth. Let us burn a 
candle before the Most Blessed Sacrament exposed. Let us have a special in- 
tention; first of all, to thank our dear Lord who conceals Himself in the Sacred 
Host as once under the form of a tender Child. Then, let us ask graces for 
our dear ones, that the peace of the Divine Babe may enter their hear s, some 
perhaps long estranged from heavenly joy; that the sweet and humble Christ- 
Child may on this day of His glorious birth, reconcile them with His Father, 
penetrate their hearts with contrition, and fill their soul with peace, joy and 
love. Or, let us ask this Babe so full of mercy to grant relief to our dear ones 
in purgatory during this season of grace and joy, and as a constant reminder 
to His loving Heart of our petitions, let us burn a candle before His tabernacle- 
crib. For an alms of 50 cents, a large wax candle will be burned one whole 
day and one whole night upon the altar of our Adoration Chapel before the 
Most Blessed Sacrament exposed; for $3.50, one whole week; for $12.00, one 
month. 

Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri. 





REMARK. — Here we wish to remark, that private revelations, according to the 
decrees of Pope Urban VIII in the year 1634 and 1641, in so far as the Church 
has not decided upon them, claim only human credence. 














BENEDICTINE CONVENT, CLYDE, MO. 


Christmas Greetings to All Our Dear Readers! 


Christmas will soon be here. Oh, rejoice! The Infant Savior comes! He 
comes not only for the little ones, but also for us who have dreamed the dream 
of childhood long ago. Rejoice! See the beautiful gifts He conceals in His white 
transparent robe! He brings love, He brings peace, He brings reconciliation 
with the Heavenly Father! 

It is to you He wishes to come. He desires to give Himself to you. See, 
what a poor little crib He found in the stable of Bethlehem. There the dear, 
sweet Child was bedded on rough straw. His sacred, tender limbs were wrapped 
in scanty, swaddling clothes. How keenly He felt the cold! Oh, do you, then, 
have compassion; prepare a little crib for Him in your heart with the roses 
of prayer and holy love, and adorn it with the violets of humility. 

When at midnight or early dawn, the solemn peal of bells resounds through 
the city streets, or over peaceful country dales, oh, then let joy, love and 
gratitude find an echo in your heart! May the peace brought to men of good 
will sink deeply into your soul and find there a lasting dwelling. 

When you hear the solemn ‘‘Gloria’’ ascend to heaven during Holy Mass, 
then let your heart, too, exclaim: ‘‘Glory to God in the highest!’’ When the 
priest elevates the Sacred Host for the adoration of the faithful at the thrilling 
moment of Consecration, then pray and entreat from the depths of your 
heart: ‘‘O sweetest Child Jesus, bless me and all my dear ones! To Thee be 
honor, praise and glory now and forever!’’ 

Dear Reader, may the Heavenly Child look graciously upon you, receive 
all your petitions, and raise His tiny hand to bless you and yours. Such is 
our Christmas wish and our petition during this holy Christmas season. 


Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





























COPYRIGHT BENEDICTINE CONVENT, CLYDE MO 


Dear Reader: — Look at these two Christmas pictures. Are 
they not most charming reminders of our Savior’s birth! Compare 
them with those meaningless holly pictures, winter scenes, bells, etc., 
which are everywhere sold during this holy season at high prices. 
Really, it cannot be understood, how Catholics can send each other 
such worldly, meaningless baubles. Unbelieving money-schemers 
are generally the manufacturers of those meaningless Christmas 
cards. And Catholics, alas! are led to believe that this is style, 
and that nowadays everything must cater to fashion. 

After great efforts, we have succeeded in securing most charming 
Christmas post cards, and are able to sell them at a very moderate 
price. The quality of the paper as well as the artistic execution 
is unsurpassed. Christmas is the birthday of our Lord, and all 
Christmas pictures should commemorate this joyful event. Then 
the sending of Christmas cards has a meaning. 


Twelve assorted post cards, 25 cents postpaid. Considerable re- 
duction allowed for orders of 100 or more. Order before it is too late. 


Benediétine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Joy before the Blessed Sacrament 





IN THIS WORLD friends find so much pleasure in each 
other’s company that, often, they remain together for days. 
With Jesus in the Most Blessed Sacrament, only he will find 
it tedious who does not love Him. The saints found their 
paradise before the Holy Eucharist. After her death, St. Teresa 
appeared and spoke to one of her nuns: “The inhabitants of 
heaven and those on earth must be alike in regard to purity 
and love: we, while rejoicing, you, while suffering; and what 
we do in heaven in reference to the Divine Majesty, that you 
must do on earth toward the Blessed Sacrament.” Hence, our 
paradise on earth is the Blessed Sacrament. 


The Carmelite Brother Francis 


As often as the Ven. Brother Francis of the Child Jesus, 
of the Order of Discalced Carmelites, passed a church in which 
the Blessed Sacrament was reserved, he could not refrain 
from entering to pay Jesus a little visit. He said it would be 
quite unseemly for a friend to pass the house of another friend 
without entering to greet him and to speak at least a few 
words with him. However, Francis did not content himself 
with a few words; he remained as long as obedience permit- 
ted. him. 

St. Francis de Sales 

St. Francis de Sales was animated with so great zeal for 
the honor and glory of our Hidden Lord in the Most Blessed 
Sacrament, that he never failed to make use of an opportunity 
to pay Solemn homage to our Sacramental God, or to admonish 
the faithful of his diocese to do so. In whatever part of the 
diocese he might be, when the Feast of Corpus Christi came, 
he always returned to Annecy, his episcopal city, that on this 
day, he might personally carry the Blessed Sacrament in the 
solemn procession. Many who observed the saint on these 
occasions, saw his face glow and beam like fire. 

If he knew that Benediction with the Blessed Sacrament 
was to be given anywhere, he was sure to go there if he pos- 
sibly could. Then, before the Mystery of Love exposed, he 
remained in profoundest adoration, always upon his knees, 
always in so modest a posture, in such deep humility, with 
such undivided attention, that every one who saw him was 
edified. He was immovable as a statue, refrained from every 
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glance, every whisper, and, more than once, suffered the trouble- 
some mosquitoes to sting his bald head until it bled, rather 
than make a move, for this would have been contrary to the 
deep reverence with which he was penetrated. 


St. Catherine of Siena 


The Ven. Father Francis Olympius, of the Theatine Order 
says, that nothing on earth inflames the hearts of men with 
the fire of Divine Love more, than the Most Blessed Sacra- 
ment of the Altar. Hence, our Lord showed Himself to St. 
Catherine of Siena in the form of a fiery furnace of love, from 
which issued floods of Divine flames, which spread over the 
whole earth. The saint marveled how men could still live 
without burning in love at sight of such great love of God 
toward them. 

“My Jesus, grant that I may glow with love for Thee. 
Grant that I may think of nothing, desire nothing, sigh for 
nothing but Thee. Oh, how happy I should be if this Sacred 
fire of Divine love would pervade my being, and if, while the 
years speed on, it would consume all my earthly inclinations!” 
Thus the saint frequently entreated our Lord. 


0203086586 


A Beehive for a Tabernacle 





A Cistercian monk relates the following remarkable in- 
cident : — 

A woman once devoted herself with great care to the 
culture of bees, but with very little success, for her swarms 
did not multiply and many died. In her trouble she consulted 
everybody as to what had best be done, and one wicked per- 
son advised her to place a Sacred Host in the beehive. Instead 
of shrinking with horror from such an act, she went to the 
church, received Holy Communion, then quickly withdrew to 
take the Sacred Host from her tongue, and upon reaching home, 
placed It in the hive. Behold, how the Divine wisdom and 
omnipotence manifested itself. As though the little creatures 
had recognized their Creator dwelling in their midst, they im- 
mediately set to work to build for their sweet Guest an artistic 
chapel out of wax and honey, and to erect an altar therein, 
upon which they placed the Sacred Host. And the Lord was 
pleased to accept their homage. 
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After a time, the woman opened the hive to look after the 
bees. With amazement and terror she beheld the miracle God 
had wrought in secret. Seized with contrition on account of 
the crime she had committed against the Blessed Sacrament, 
she hastened to her pastor, and publicly confessed what she 
had done and seen. Accompanied by his parishioners, the 
priest went to the hive, around which the little insects were 
buzzing and flying in great numbers, thus contributing their 
part to glorify their Lord. 

Contrary to all previous experiences, the bees were easily 
driven away, and the people could admire the artistic construction 
within the hive: the walls, windows, door, the little steeple and 
the altar. Then the Blessed Sacrament was again taken to 
the church in solemn procession. The witnesses were moved 
to tears, but their faith in the Adorable Mystery of the Altar 
was confirmed. All gave thanks to God, who is wonderful 
not only in His saints, but even avails Himself of insignificant 
creatures to reveal His glory. 

eSososose 
THE BEST WAY 


In almost every family there is a jewelry casket, in which gold and sil- 
ver ornaments, wedding rings, etc., are preserved. Some of these are 
treasured very sacred, because they are remembrances of a fond mother, 
a pious grandmother, of a loving brother gone hence in the bloom of youth, 
or of a dear departed sister. These keepsakes we cannot preserve forever, 
nor would we wish to sell them — that would be irreverent. But what shall 
we do with them? The simplest and best way to dispose of them is to 
give these treasures to our Lord in the Blessed Sacrament for a precious 
chalice, a golden ciborium, or silver candle sticks. 

Such was the practice from the earliest ages in the Catholic 
Church. This is the origin of those beautiful, artistic chalices, cande- 
labras and monstrances which may still be seen in many cathedrals of 
Europe. Almost all were the gifts of pious, noble women who did not 
hesitate to sacrifice their golden rings, ear rings and bracelets for so 
sacred a purpose. Such touching love and gratitude is very consoling 
to the Divine Heart of Jesus in the Holy Eucharist. The good Lord 
will generously reward such faith and devotion. We will gratefully 
accept gold and silver ornaments, rings, etc. They will be moulded and 
one day wrought into a chalice for the Precious Blood, into a ciborium 
to hold the Sacred Hosts, or into silver candle sticks to adorn the expo- 
sition throne in our Adoration Chapel. We ask, however, that no gold- 
plated articles be sent, as these cannot be melted for our purpose. The 
gems received will be used to embellish these sacred vessels of the 
altar. All precious articles should be sent by registered mail. 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri. 
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Two Kinds of Christmas Celebrations 


THE HOLY HOUR of midnight was fast approaching on 
a memorable Christmas Eve. It was a dark, cold night. The 
snow came whirling down and thickly covered the streets of 
an Austrian village. Dim oil lanterns cast a flickering light 
into the darkness, as they swung on the creaking chains 
stretched high across the streets. 

But, look! House after house is now being lighted up; 
the people are preparing to assist at the solemn Mass which, 
according to ancient custom, is to be celebrated at midnight. 
Down at the end of a street is a group of low buildings 
surrounded by a wall. A church with a low tower stands 
beside it. From its windows, lights shine into the darkness. 
It is the dear little Capuchin monastery but lately reopened. 
Tonight for the first time after many years, the Christmas. 
Midnight Mass is again to be offered in its sanctuary. Men 
and women are hastening thither; some tottering and feeble, 
whose hair has grown white with age. They are wrapped in 
heavy furs and cautiously carry lighted lanterns. Low and 
reverent are the tones of their conversation, lest even on the 
street, they should disturb the peace of the Holy Night. 

“God be praised and thanked a thousand times,” says Mrs. 
B. a sweet faced elderly matron, “we can again celebrate the 
Holy Night with the Capuchins. Nowhere else have I ever 
found such sweet piety around the crib. Even in my childhood, 
I never failed to come here. And when the monastery was 
suppressed, we thought it could not be! It seemed as though 
God must send an angel with a fiery sword to annihilate those 
robbers — God forgive me, but ’tis true; and the captain with 
his officer was there, too. But God permitted all.” 

“And worse than that, Auntie,” responds Mrs. L., “for who 
would have thought it possible to turn the monastery of these 
pious monks into such a house as was made of it? You re- 
member how they cut down all the trees of the garden, con- 
verted the refectory into a stable, the church into a lumber 
shed and storage room for smuggled goods. And just think 
how they carried on a rag trade in the basement of the mon- 
astery and rented the upper rooms to persons of questionable 
character! It was for good reasons that all decent people 
avoided the monastery property by day and night so as not 
even to breathe its contaminated air!” 
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“Oh!” exclaims Mrs. B., “how they have desecrated God’s 
sanctuary! They have made of His temple a den of thieves. 
But now, God be praised and thanked, the dear little monastery 
is again restored. Oh, but that will be a blissful ‘Gloria’ tonight; 
a ‘Gloria’ which will make heaven and earth rejoice.” 


“Dance during the Holy Night!” 


“But, look,” exclaims Mrs. L., “is the mayor with his family 
going to Midnight Mass, too? Why, his whole building is 
lit up!” 

The elderly woman looks toward an open, spacious yard 
where, cold and stern, stands a large stone mansion. The 
main part of the building is brilliantly illuminated. Just at that 
moment the sound of a musical instrument falls upon their 
ears,—a lively waltz. The forms of the dancers can be 
distinctly seen as they flit past the window. 

A suppressed murmur of indignation escapes all the passers- 
by. Dance during the Holy Night! — A ball at the sacred hour of 
our Savior’s birth! — Such a blasphemy had never been known 
since the foundation of the city! 

“Surely God’s blessing cannot rest upon that house,” 
remarks an old gentleman. “Are there not enough days and 
nights in the year for dancing? Why, then, desecrate this 
holiest of Nights? Satan himself must be the instigator of 
such an assembly.” And the pious worshippers press onward, 
eager to find their joy before the crib. 

It was true. Mayor Hilsburg, a liberal Catholic, held a 
ball in his house on Christmas Eve. An officer sat at the 
piano and played alternately with a lady, while young and old 
danced passionately around the gaily decorated Christmas tree. 
The mayor with some friends sat in an adjoining room playing 
cards. 

“I shall lose,” he exclaims, laughing, as he throws down 
his cards. The Christ-Child is not bringing me good luck.” 
At this moment the church bells begin to ring in clear, sweet 
tones. 

“What kind of jingling is that?” asks the mayor. 

“Why, I think it’s at the Capuchins, just across the street.” 

“Yes, that’s so. We have let them in again,” chuckles the 
mayor, “but I tell you, and tell you decidedly, they are not 
my friends. If I were master, I would make them all leap over 
the country’s boundary, and forbid them ever to return.” 
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“But,” remarks another reassuringly, “those few Capuchins 
will not prove so dangerous as all that at the outset.” 

“Indeed, I have taken measures to put a strong brake on 
them,” rejoins the mayor. 

“I am curious to know what that can be.” 

“Something quite simple. I have been informed that among 
these Capuchins who have come here there is one chief disputer 
and instigator of the people. He is considered one of the best 
preachers in Austria. Country and city people run after him 
for miles; he makes conversions in great numbers, — and I 
don’t know what all. Why, it is even reported that he 
performs miracles for those who merely look at him in the 
pulpit.” 

“And to him you have refused admittance?” 

“Not at all,” laughs the mayor, “on the contrary, I have 
let him come, but I have forbidden him to appear in public 
and to preach. Thus he is made harmless right under my 
eyes. Wasn’t that clever?” 


Father John, the Silenced Preacher 


Meanwhile, Midnight Mass in the little Capuchin church 
has begun. The altar, simple and neat, is resplendent with 
the light of waxen candles, and in the centre is a figure of 
the dear Infant Jesus, most charming to behold. With touching 
fervor, the Guardian celebrates the Holy Sacrifice, while the 
organ, in humble tones, accompanies the simple devotional 
singing. A sacred stillness reigns, though the people are 
crowded shoulder to shoulder in the little church. All are 
absorbed in one act: adoring the Christ-Child made man for 
love of us. 

In the little choir behind the altar, screened from the eyes 
of the people, are the Capuchin Fathers, kneeling on the floor, 
and devoutly following the Sacred Mysteries. Back in the 
farthest, darkest corner is a powerful, stately figure. Motion- 
less he kneels there, his head bowed, his hands crossed upon 
his breast. It is Father John, the famous preacher who has 
been condemned to silence. His whole attitude shows that he 
is rapt in sweetest contemplation. And truly, is there anything 
greater, more sublime, more beautiful and more profoundly 
adorable, than contemplating the consoling mystery: that the 
Son of God, the eternal, just and holy God, in love for us 
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became a poor, weak child of man, became poorer than any 
other child of earth! 

The tinkling of a silver bell is heard; it is the solemn 
moment of Consecration. The Son of God, the Infant Savior 
has descended upon the altar and lies there as once in the 
crib. It was this totally incomprehensible abasement of God 
in His birth as a Child which once so overwhelmed the humble 
St. Francis, that he cast himself upon the cold ground and 
asked for every kind of humiliation and reproach in order to 
give expression to his veneration for the nativity of his Lord. 
On this Christmas night, Father John, as another St. Francis, 
prostrates and prays amid tears: — 

“O sweetest Child Jesus, though I am but a poor, wretched 
sinner, I beseech Thee to accept me as a victim. Let me 
experience all that is most painful and bitter; I will bear it 
with joy and rapture to honor and glorify Thy nativity. I 
am nothing and desire to be nothing, simply nothing in this 
world. I seek but Thy Cross and the burden of Thy Cross. 
I thank Thee a thousand times for the silence Thou hast 
imposed upon my lips. I bear this trial for love of Thee, O 
Eternal Wisdom, who didst become dumb for our sakes. And, 
oh, I entreat Thee, by that love and mercy in which Thou 
didst come to earth in human form, deliver, oh, deliver many 
in this night from the darkness of sin and error. Lead them 
to Thy light and truth; make them happy in Thy peace. Gladly 
will I sacrifice all for the conversion of our opponents, above 
all, for the soul of our most bitter opponent...!” 


Confusion in the Ball Room 


Thisis Father John’s humble prayer in the poor little choir 
of the Capuchin church.— And what is taking place at the 
same time in the brilliantly lighted mansion of the mayor? 
Suddenly, all is confusion... The lord mayor has been strick- 
en with apoplexy... Instantly, the music ceases, all gaiety of 
the ball vanishes; the guests flee in horror — only not to see 
a corpse. A physician is hastily summoned. He and the family 
do all in their power to revive the unconscious man. 

“There is still life,” declares the physician, a good Christian 
man. “But go, fetch a priest at once.” 

“A priest! Where? Whom?” ask the bystanders. 

“Across the street,” commands the physician, “call a 
Capuchin.” 
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“What! A Capuchin for my husband!” screams the 
mayor’s wife indignantly; she who in her stupid pride had 
really been the wicked counselor of the unhappy man. “Wait 
till tomorrow, then we will send to the city for a priest.” 

The physician, however, has already dispatched a servant, 
and now addresses the frenzied woman: “Your ladyship, if you 
close your door to a Capuchin, I’ll leave your house instantly, 
and you may take the whole terrible responsibility for your 
husband’s soul and body upon yourself.” 

The doctor’s words had the desired effect... A few moments 
later Father John himself entered with the Most Blessed Sac- 
rament, and the mayor’s wife sullenly but silently withdrew. 
Our Savior had accepted the sacrifice of the poor Capuchin; 
His tender Heart had been moved to grant mercy to the 
“opponent.” 

After some time, the mayor regained consciousness, and 
with the assistanee of the saintly friar, he made a general 
confession. The lightning-flash of eternity had illuminated his 
soul; grace had penetrated his heart and stirred it to its depths. 
With true contrition and devotion, the mayor received the Body 
of our Lord and was anointed. 

On the following morning, the physician found his patient 
far better than he had expected, and after three days, pronounced 
him out of danger. The stroke, which had not proved so 
serious as had at first been feared, left no permanent evil 
consequences, and after the lapse of three months Mayor 
Hilsburg had fully recovered. Henceforth he was a good 
practical Catholic, and as a proof of his true repentance, re- 
mained a grateful friend to his neighbors, the Capuchins. Many 
an hour he spent in their church, yes, even in their garden 
during recreation. There he found more truth, wisdom, love 
and fidelity than among the great of the world. Father John 
again occupied the pulpit and had become the special friend 
and confessor of the village mayor. 


ODO30S0S8 


The Real Jesus. It was Christmas morning. Mrs. Doyle 
and little Ruth, just five years old that morning, were kneel- 
ing before the crib inthe church. After they had prayed for 
some minutes, Ruth whispered, “Now, mama, let us go to the 
real Jesus,” meaning Jesus in the tabernacle. O the faith of 
that child! 




















“Father, Dear Father, How Have You Come Here!” 





MISS ELIZABETH ELM lived at No. 4 Baumlein Street, 
Basel, Switzerland. It was Pentecost Sunday and twilight was 
fast falling. Elizabeth was passing from the kitchen to the 
living room, having previously locked the entrance door. Im- 
agine, then, her surprise and terror when, upon her return, 
she found a tall, stout-looking form of a man standing at a 
window facing the lawn. Because of the twilight, Elizabeth 
at first thought it might be imagination. She strained her 
sight to the utmost and rubbed her eyes, but the tall, motion- 
less form of the man grew ever more distinct; his face how- 
ever remained turned toward the window. 

A shudder seized the delicate, youthful frame of Elizabeth. 
How had the tall, stout man come in? What could he want? 
Alone and helpless, the weak girl stood defenseless in presence 
of such an intruder. What should she do! Should she steal 
softly out of the house and call for help? But suppose the 
man should suddenly turn and seize her? 

Soon, however, courage and confidence took possession of 
her brave, Catholic heart. Had she not received Holy Com- 
munion that morning in St. Clare’s church? If the dear Savior 
was with her, who could harm her? And the holy guardian 
angel stood beside her; why, then, should she fear? 
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Firmly trusting in God’s help, Elizabeth ventured to call 
out: “Who are you?” At the same time she stepped toward 
the entrance door. This call had its effect, but not as she had 
feared. At the first sound, the figure by the window lifted 
both arms as if to cover his face with his hands, then slowly 
turned around, however, not leaving the spot. Not until then did 
the girl notice, that the figure wore working clothes and a 
leathern apron as her father wore at home. Instantly the 
thought flashed upon her, —- that is father’s form and move- 
ment, but he looks as if he were no longer of this world. 
And the startled daughter cried out: “Father, dear Father, 
how have you come here!” 

At these words the figure disappeared as if in a fog. 
Elizabeth sobbed aloud, for she had a presentiment that this 
apparition was an omen of sad tidings. In fact, the following 
morning brought the message of her father’s death. 

Miss Elizabeth Elm had been a friend of the poor souls 
before, but this event touched her tender heart most keenly 
and henceforth she daily prayed for the repose of the soul of 
her father who had died so suddenly on the eve of the great 
feast of Pentecost. 
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“Give Me a Sign” 





An officer who had served in Naples received a pension 
and returned home to Switzerland where his aged mother 
still lived. She was a very pious woman, but her son was a 
godless soldier, having lost every vestige of faith. On Sundays 
he always left the house at the time for services, to make his 
mother believe he was going to church, but instead, he went 
fishing. He kept his hooks and fishing rods at some distance 
on the banks of a brook, and since everybody attended church 
during those hours he was not seen by the people. 

Shortly after Easter the pastor visited the pious mother 
and complained of her son’s bad example, since he had not 
even made his Easter duty. 

The woman was startled and grieved, and earnestly re- 
proached her son. He was honest enough to admit his unbelief, 
but, of course, all the pleadings and tears of the mother could 
not convert the son. 
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After a time the mother became sick, and knowing her 
end to be near, she entreated her son to return to the faith. 
But he said: “Mother, when you have died and you find there 
is another world, give me a sign, and I, too, will believe in it.” 

The mother died. She did not appear to him and it seems 
this circumstance confirmed the son in his unbelief. He packed 
all the clothes of his deceased mother into a trunk, and again 
lived according to his old custom. Thus two years passed. 

One Sunday during the main services, the godless man 
again sits outside the town on the banks of the stream. He 
feels a fish biting at his hook, jerks the rod, and looks back 
to see what he has caught. There, up on the bank he sees 
a female form coming down the path. At first sight he notices 
that the woman wears clothes like his mother’s and the 
thought comes to him, that the stranger has been in his 
house, broken open the trunk, and taken some of his mother’s 
clothing. The figure comes nearer and remains standing before 
him: it is the form of his own mother. Her eyes are closed 
but tears flow freely. In her hand she holds a rosary, the 
beads of which glide, one by one, through her fingers as if 
she were praying. Neither of the two speak a word, and 
soon the apparition vanishes. 

The effect was a thorough conversion. The priest, a re- 
ligious, who related this story, heard it from the mouth of the 
young man himself. The officer made a general confession, 
but was sadly dismayed that his dear, pious mother should 
still be in purgatory after two long years, as her tears seemed 
to indicate. The priest, however, told him that the tears and 
her prayer were by no means a sign that she was still suffering 
in purgatory, but indicated that he, her son, needed tears of 
compunction and prayer. 

The event wrought a complete change in the officer. After- 
ward he led an exemplary life, kept aloof from all unlawful 
pleasures, and persevered in this edifying conduct for many 
years until his happy death. 
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FOR ADVENT AND CHRISTMAS 


Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus. A variety of 
loving aspirations to the Divine Infant, unsurpassed in charm and 
beauty. Suitable for preparing the heart for Christmas. 5 cts. each. 
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A Thought—I Believe It Comes from Heaven 





In this country the education of a priest costs from $1500.00 
to $2000.00. In Germany and Austria, however, a donation of 
$500.00 is sufficient for the education of a youth to the priesthood. 
However, many people with the best will are unable to sacrifice 
$500.00; but $250.00 or $300.00 would probably be possible for 
them. Be consoled, for this amount would defray the expenses 
of a student of philosophy or theology until his ordination. 
What a joy for the student, what a consolation for the bishop, 
when such a noble gift arrives! Others again, by being saving, 
can lay aside $50.00 or $60.00 a year. That is just sufficient 
to pay the expenses of a student for one year. Now he can 
study! Without this support he would be obliged to give up 
his studies, or to continue them amid the greatest difficulties! 

Whoever adopts a student until he has attained the priest- 
hood, even for only one year, may send us the offering. We 
will forward the donation to the diocesan bishop or to the di- 
rector of the seminary who will apply it to the education of a 
worthy student. The bishop or director of the seminary will 
write you himself, and also the happy student. He will be in 
communication with you until he says his first Holy Mass. And 
be assured, the bond of charity will be drawn still more closely 
after his ordination. Then, dear reader, you can say in truth: I 
have a priest in my family! Oh, believe me, this priest will be 
a most grateful son, a most dutiful brother; he will never cause 
you grief or anguish. On the contrary, he will be your great 
joy and consolation, especially at the hour of death. 


Graz, Austria, Oct. 10, 1922 
Dear Rev. Father Lukas, 

Vacation days have passed, and the theol- 
ogy students have again returned to the seminary. Already on 
the first day, many of the students came to my room with beam- 
ing faces. Some held in their hands the letters they had received 
from a new-found “Father,” ‘‘Mother,” ‘‘Sister,’”’ in America. 
All told me of the beautiful letters from their benefactors, of their 
generosity, and of the enclosures which not seldom accompanied 
the letters. A few theologians, however, were rather worried 
because they had received no reply from their benefactors to 
whom they had written. 

In the Name of God, then, we will commence the new se- 
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mester, trusting in the love of our Savior and His Blessed Mother, 
being supported by the spiritual and material assistance of those 
whom Divine Providence has deigned to make our friends in the 
New World. 


May the blessing of God rest upon all our noble benefactors, 
and upon your convent wherein I pray an abundance of sisterly 
love may find entrance, in reward for all these works of mercy. 
With hearty greetings, I am, 

Your grateful, 
Seminary Director. 


Bamberg, Germany, Sept. 16, 1922 
Reverend P. Lukas, 


The appeal: ‘‘A thought— I believe it comes from heaven,’’ 
is indeed a beautiful thought in most practical form. Itis indeed a great 
comfort when such a ietter from America arrives with news of the active 
charity of pious Christians, who gladly bring great sacrifices in order to 
provide for the continuation of the priesthood. May God regard with 
pleasure this sacrificial spirit and in His infinite goodness recompense 
it superabundantly. 

I also thank you most heartily for the Mass intentions which I will 
distribute among the needy priests. I know these good priests will say 
the Holy Masses most conscientiously, and rememper the donors in their 
prayers. . 
Fully as comforting as the gift, were the expressions of rare love 
and goodness in your letter. The truly touching care and heartfelt com- 
passion which those lines revealed, were soothing to my soul. All the 
higher, therefore, will God, who looks upon the heart, esteem the char- 
ity which your Reverence and our noble benefactors extend to me for my 
theology students. May God’s grace be your recompense now, and God’s 
glory in eternity. I am, 

Your most grateful and humble, 
Jacobus, Archbishop of Bamberg. 


Sacrifices Brought for a Noble Cause 


“I am enclosing $50.00 to be forwarded to Germany or Austria for a student 
to the priesthood, who is just beginning his seminary course. | will send $50.00 
each year until his ordination (four years or whatever length of time it may be). I 
am twenty-one years old and while this takes nearly all I have, I know it will bring 
me more happiness to help one whom God has called to serve Him at the holy 
altar, than anything else on earth. .. Miss—” 


New York:‘‘I am 67 years old, and have worked hard all my 
life. At two years of age, I was left an orphan. . . Enclosed is $250.00 
from my small savings. I hope the Lord will let me live to send you 
the remaining $250.00 for the student to the priesthood. I long to 
have my hard-earned savings spent for a true, holy priest. This is 
surely very pleasing to God. . . Miss” 
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NEW JERSEY: “I am unable to send $500 00 or even $300.00 at once, 
but with God’s help I will be able to send $100.00 a month for five successive 
months for the education of a student or students to the holy priesthood. I am 
going to sacrifice until it bleeds to get that $100.00 a month until I have sent you 
$500.00. My folks have different views, but | am not going to heed them. | leave 
it to you, Father, to dispose of it either for one or two students, as it ld be self- 
ish to insist on having only one, since there. may be another equally worthy of 
support... Miss —’’ 


ROCHESTER: “I am a subscriber to ‘Tabernacle and Purgatory’ and have 
enjoyed the articles very much. I have been deeply touched by the earnest ap- 
peals for help from Germany and Austria As I have a birthday the last of this 
month, it seems the best way to celebrate will be to give rather than to receive, 
since the good Lord has seen fit to give me more of this world’s goods than I need 
for myself. Enclosed is a check for $500.09. Please send it to help educate a 
student in Europe for the holy office of the priesthood. . .” 





New York: “‘I am so happy I have finished the payments on my 
$500.00 scholarship! I often think, how did I ever get so much 
money together. It seems just like giving $5.00 Oh, Iam so happy 
the dear Lord gave me the privilege and the means of defraying the 
expenses of a good student!” 


ILLINOIS: “I received a letter from my adopted son in Christ, thanking me 
for providing him with the neccessary means to continue his studies and become 
a priest of God. The gratitude of this noble student to his benefactor is alone worth 
the cost of his theological course. To help one«r more students is one of sev- 
eral ways to become the own executor of my will. Many leave monry for good 
purposes, but how often their wills are contest+d by relatives! I know of one case 
in which a man left money for Masses for his poor soul. The heirs were unable 
to come to a settlement of the property; the court settled the case after almost five 
years.— A long wait for a soul in purgatory! How many such instances could be 
related! .. So | have made up my mind to adopt a student a: d become my own 
trustee, at least for the needs of my soul... And now | am thinking of adopting 
another student. Mr.—” 


Most Edifying 


We regret that lack of space prevents our publishing in full this 
_letter from an American Army officer who was touched by our appeal 
forthe poor Sisters in Tyrol. Seldom have we found a higher expression 
of charity than that shown by this letter. We congratulate him on 
his thorough-going Christian generosity, and the thorough-going 
manliness of an American Army officer, before whose Christian attitude 
many a one should stand humiliated. He is the father of a large 
family. 


Dear Father Lukas, : 
Last week I sent you a donation for the poor Sisters in Tyrol, 
today I have the pleasure of forwarding to you $100.00 from a friend whom I 
have interested... You are really doing God’s work in as much as you are stirring 
the hearts of Catholic gentlemen and causing them to satisfy their obligation 
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to give to others some of the blessings God has given to them...I do not feel 
that lam performing an act of charity in giving and asking others to give...No, 
no, a thousand times, no! These Sisters have, before God, the right to demand 
help from every Catholic gentleman to succor those orphans whom the Divine 
Heart has placed under their care. For them I have the most earnest regard. 
Such women make me glory in being a Catholic, and cause me to humbly thank 
God for my faith. I hope people will open their hearts and their purses suffi- 
ciently wide to let fall into these Sisters’ laps, through your hands, the money 
over and above necessary to keep them and the little orphans comfortable and 


warm this winter... 
Colonel... 


ARIZONA: “I am enclosing you a check for $100.00 and ask you to forward 
it through the proper channeis. To help these good Sisters is no charity at all, it 
is an obligation! The person who does not regard contributions to such a cause 
in this light does not understand the meaning of charity in the Catholic sense, 
which is the helping of those in distress as payment to our Lord for what He 
has done for us. I believe it is because the true idea of charity has largely de- 
parted from the world that charity itself is disappearing also. 

“It goes without saying that God in His Providence can take care of the nuns 
and the orphans and the poor, but the great question with us all should be, what 
will take care of us if we do not perform, to a reasonable extent, the duty of charity 
that God has intrusted to us? We are the ones to be pitied, not the poor, and we 
are the ones who are helped by giving, not those who receive, and until this is 
well understood by the world, there probably will not be much peace...” 


Kansas: ‘‘Enclosed find $... my offering which I promised for 
the starving in Austria and Germany if my boy would get work... 
Almighty God must feel it is a very worthy cause since I have received 
so many favorable answers to my prayers when I promised to help 
these poor.” 


CALIFORNIA: ‘‘Enelosed find check for $30.00 for the religious 
in Europe. Now, the enclosed represents seven and one-half days 
work, Sunday included. I looked at that check several times; at 
last I decided to give it in honor of the Blessed Virgin Mary. I just 
eould not keep it when I read the condition of the Sisters and their 
orphans. So I would suggest that you send it to Sisters having 
eharge of children...I have not much cash on hand myself, but 
God is good!’’ 


MINNESOTA: “I see from ‘Tabernacle and Purgatory’ that great want exists 
in Europe. I should like to help, but I am a poor man, yet ‘where there’s a will 
there’s away.’ I work in a large factory, and on Saturdays nearly all the employees 
quit at 12:30. As I am anxious to earn money, I have asked the yard-foreman to 
let me work in the yard after 12:30 on Saturdays, and for the last six Saturdays I 
have had work and got $2.00 each time. I think I can get work on each of the four 
next Saturdays which will give me eight dollars more. Sol now enclose $20.00 
which use for the poor in Europe as you think most pleasing to God.” 


This is the noble, sacrificial spirit in which most of the alms we 
receive is given. Thank God there are souls animated with such true 


TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 275 


motives of charity! It was just such self-denying charity of a poor 
widow which called forth the praise of our Divine Savior. God bless 
you — self-supporting men and women who have contributed to 
relieve the distress of stricken Europe! May the sweat of your brow 
be pearls for eternity ! 


Asan American Sees the Need in Central Europe 


Most of our readers will remember the account of a visit to the privileged 
Capuchin, Father Pius, which was written for ‘‘Tabernacle and Purgatory’’ by Rev. 
Patrick Cummins, O.S.B., a member of the Benedictine Community, Conception, 
Missouri. At present, Rev. Father Patrick is Rector of St. Anselm’s College, Rome, 
Italy. After a visit in Germany the past summer, he wrote the following letter: — 


St. Anselmo, Rome, Italy, Oct. 13, 1922 
Dear Father Luke, 


. .. If, in spite of your multitudinous calls, you 
could spare something for these particularly needy Bavarian mon- 
asteries, S. and M. we would be very glad. Fathers who have been 
there report them as destitute. I hardly see how they can last much 
longer. With poor food and very hard parish duties, no wonder 
they all die young. Here, too, in Rome, need is very great, though 
not as appalling as in Germany and Austria. A lady of nobility 
came to me this summer. She is a widow, penniless, everything 
mortgaged, in expectation of being cast into the street with her sick 
daughter. I gave her hundreds of lire, but now they are again in 
the same need. How shall it end? And she is only ONE! 

God knows what the coming months will bring. This winter 
will be simply awful in Central Europe! I was a month in Germany, 
and it made me very sad; children underfed, men without work, 
revolution daily expected. Indescribable misery is spreading from 
one part of Europe to another. This is not new to you, Father. 
**Tabern1cle and Purgatory” shows part of the noble work you are 
doing. The Archbishop of Salzburg who was here for the Eucharistic “ 
Congress, told me he simply would have to close his seminary were 
it not for the help you send him! God bless you and all who are 
so generously co-operating with you. ... 

In the Divine Heart, Father Patrick, O.S.B. 





In many parts of Germany and almost everywhere through- 
out Austria,the distress of religious and secular priests is above 
measure. Heartrending are the appeals for help, and numerous 
the petitions which we receive from them, begging for stipends. 
However, as the number of Mass stipends has greatly diminished 
since last year, many of these letters must be left unan- 
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swered. Ah, you know what pain that gives to one’s inmost 
soul, to refuse the needy! We assure you, dear reader, intentions 
for Holy Masses will be promptly forwarded and devoutly said. 
A twofold reward awaits the generous donors: the first, 
arising from the Mass itself, for by having a Holy Mass offered, 
you rejoice the heavens, bring relief to the suffering souls, and 
obtain graces for the faithful on earth. The second, because it 
is an act of preeminent charity toward the suffering priests, who 
are servants and friends of God, yea, the “‘apple of His eye.”’ 





Some of our readers who have good clothing, etc., have asked 
us for addresses where such articles would be welcome in Austria 
and Germany. The following large institutions in charge of many 
children are in greatest need and will, therefore, be most grateful. 


Ehrw. Schw. Ignaiia, Oberin, Kloster zum Guten Hirten, Harbach, 
b. Klagenfurt, Kaernten, Austria. 

Ehrw. Mutter Augustina Wotroubeck, Oberin der Ursulinen Schwestern, 
Klagenfurt, Kaernten, Austria. 

Ehrw. Schw. M. Alphonso, O.S.B., Kinderfreundanstalt, Scharnitz, Tirol, 
Austria. 

Ehrw. Schw. Alexiana, Oberin, St. Josefsheim St. Theresia, Carthaeusersir. 
115, Danzig Schidlitz, Freistatt Danzig, Germany. 

Rev. M. Schulz, Pfarrer, Mariengasse II, Annaberg im Erzgebirge, Ger- 
many. 

Instead of sending the clothing to us to forward, however, we 
would advise our friends to send them to one of the three following 
addresses, — the one nearest your home. These Centers will forward 
the packages promptly and conscientiously to the proper address 
which you give them. Thus considerable time and expense will be 
eliminated. 


Address your package to one of these Centers, write them a 
letter, and mention to whom you wish your articles forwarded : — 

Central Bureau of the Central Society, 3835 Westminister Place, St. 
Louis, Missouri. 

Rev. Frederick Schlatter, 213 Stanton St., New York City. 

Central Society Relief Association, 660-4th St., Milwaukee, Wisconsin. 
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Conception College and Seminary 
Conception, Missouri 


An Ideal College Home for Catholic Boys only. Conducted by the Bene- 
dictine Fathers. Beautiful and Healthful Location. Large Campus. Full High 
School and Collegiate Courses. Attendance Restricted. For Information and 
Catalogue, address 

THE REV. RECTOR 


CONCEPTION COLLEGE, CONCEPTION, MO. 


Some of Our Booklets 


Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus 


Inspiring prayers and aspirations unsurpassed in charm and beauty. 


All for Thee, O Heart of Jesus 
A collection of beautiful prayers and acts of consecration to the 
Heart of Jesus Also contains a Mass devotion. 

From Olivet to Calvary 
Reflections and prayers. It will assist you to follow our agonizing 
Savior throughout the stages of His bitter Passion. 


The Guard of Honor and the Holy Hour 
How to keep the Guard of Honor. Reflections and prayers. 
Gonformity to the Will of God 
It will teach you resignation in all the trials of this life and how 
to be happy even amidst suffering. 
Magnificence of the Love of God 
Explains in simple words the inestimable value of acts cf love and 
perfect contrition. A nun writes: “‘It is a treasure.” 
Communicate Frequently and Devoutly 
True doctrine of the Church regarding frequent Communion. 
Practical suggestions for preparation. The Communion Mass. 
Indulgenced Prayers and Aspirations 
Practically all the approved indulgenced ejaculations in honor of 
our Divine Savior and His Blessed Mother conveniently grouped. 
Communion Devotions in Union with Mary 
A choice collection of prayers for Holy Communion and a Mass 
devotion in the spirit of Bl. Grignon de Montfort. 
Devotion to the Mother of Sorrows 
Promises of our Lord to those who venerate her sorrows. Prayers 
Devotions to St. Joseph 
A rich variety of prayers in honor of this glorious saint. 
Good St. Ann 
Her power and dignity. Prayers and a novena. 
Words of Consolation for the Sick and Afflicted 
A spiritual bouquet full of comfort for your sick friends. 
Above booklets 5 cents each 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Mo. 








ROSARIES 


First Communion and Birthday Gifts 


Small beads, 10 year guarantee, rolled-gold chain 
L arge beads, ” ”? ” ” ” 


Opal, Crystal, Sappherine, Amethyst, 
Colors — Emerald, Garnet, Jet and Topaz. 


Souvenirs for Graduation and Jubilees 
Rolled-gold beads elegantly carved in fluted design $5.00 & 6.00 
Fine cut oval beads, various colors, 10 year guarantee 3.00 
Oval jet beads, handsomely cut and polished, rolled-gold cross 

and center emblem beautifully ornamented — 20 yr. guarantee 4-50 
Cocoa beads, gold chain and cross 2.00 


Rosaries for Litthe Children 
Length 11-in. Steel beads, steel chain 0.25 
14-in. Steel beads, steel chain, for young people 0.35 
11-in. Silver-plated beads, silver-plated chain 0.50 
16-in. Silver-plated beads, silver-plated chain 0.75 
16-in. White beads, Agate Pearl, metal chain 0.50 


Rosaries for Daily Use 


Length 14-in. Small beads; 25 cents each; per doz. 
Length 16-in. Medium size; 35 cents each; per doz. 
Length 17-in. Large beads, 40 cents each; per doz. 
Extra strong, large oval beads nickel-bound cross 
— 50 and 60 cents each 


Rolled-gold Scapular Lockets 


Small size, beautifully engraved, on gold-filled chain 
Large size, ” ee ie ” 


Scapular Medallions with rolled-gold-plated rim 
Gilt Scapular Medal 
Aluminum Scapular Medals 3 for 


St. Benedict Jubilee Medal 
Heavily gold-plated 


Without chain $1.00 On gold-filled chain 
Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Mo. 
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